PART ONE
I

ON  THE  EVE

THE thirteenth of June 1940.

Six o'clock in the evening.

I left my office, deciding to walk home on this fine
summer evening and stretch my legs. In the Champs
Elysees the leaves were still a tender green. Clemenceau,
on that rock brought from la Vendee, seemed to be
striding towards the Arc de Triomphe, bathed in the bright
rays of the setting sun.

I passed along the quays of the slow-flowing Seine, its
waters touched by silver gleams. On the opposite bank,
glistening with gold, loomed the majestic dome of the
Invalides, beneath which Napoleon lies. I could see the
Chambre des Deputes and the Ministere des Affaires
Etrangeres, with French flags flying. Through the gate-
ways of the Louvre I caught a glimpse of the vivid flower
beds in the Tuileries.

As I walked on, La Monnaie, the sombre facade of the
Institut de France, and the Pont Neuf, were all ahead of
me. Notre-Dame showed in the distance, and farther
away still was the statue of St. Genevieve who watches
over Paris.

Passers-by were few, vehicles rarer still. One might
have thought it one of those August Sundays when
Parisians have taken flight towards the mountains or the
sea. I was almost surprised not to see in this deserted Paris
long lines of coaches taking foreigners on sight-seeing tours.

I had the feeling that Paris was really mine, that it
belonged to me alone.